PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
There was a green, drooping willow by the water mill, and
the fresh sound of falling water under an old covered bridge.
We were met by Burt Blakey and an olid car, both proper
old country codgers, and Burt whistled us away up the hills
through the woods, turning from the surfaced road to a dirt
road, and then to a dirtier and bumpier road, and then to a
grassy, rutted track. We were following a pictograph of a
running fox nailed to trees along the route, climbing all the
time through a misty rain, and getting colder and colder as
we rose through the endless forest of autumn trees. The
old car came to rest at last on a bald patch of pasture on a
small hilltop. Burt Blakey offered no explanation; he knew
that we had arrived, and consequently concluded that we
knew we had arrived, and when we saw our friends scram-
bling through some bushes we did know that we had arrived
at Yelping Hill.
This is the way American college professors amuse them-
selves on vacation. Ten of them have bought several hills,
six or seven hundred acres in extent, and portioned it out in
spacious plots. They put up tents for visitors, build rock
gardens, swim in a lake and recover from being professors.
I am not sure they are always so energetic as these pursuits
suggest. Our friends, who we suspected had only got out
of bed just in time to meet us, will, perhaps, give you a
better idea of the sort of life that is lived on Yelping Hill;
incidentally they have an old mill as a community house,
where they have installed a cook, and meet for meals, and
music, and folk-dancing. They started with six or seven
hundred acres, but since then a fabulous number of acres
of the adjacent forests have been turned into a National
Park, and now the ten families can enjoy practically a whole
primeval world,
It rained that evening and was very cold after New
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